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ters, though written un- 
der the fatigue of Travel- 
A ing, is a delightful Proof 
of 2 true Taſte both of the Thoughts 
and Senſe of their inimitable Author. 
All, who had the Happineſs of her Con- 
verſation, were ſoon convinced how free 
ſhe was from” the general Frailties of 
her Sex; what 4 Nobleneſs and ** 
rofity * Temper ſhe poſſeſſed ; 
| diſtant ber Views from the leaſt 75 
pearance of Self-Intereſt, or mean De- 
few: How often have I heard her 
AF compaſſion- 
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ea regretting * Miſerles 
of Mankind, and never her own, but 


when they prevented ber extenſive cha. 
rity to Others fo © 


: as AT. 
Never was ſhe Vindictive againſt 


the moſt inveterate Enemy ; the in- 
nate ſoftneſs of her Soul, rendered 
ber Deportment equally obliging to 
Friends and Foes, and never did 
ſhe Reſem but with the -_— 
Fuſtice, 


dit tibi Terra levis. 


. Thu Journey was undertakes by 
Mrs. MANLEY in the Tear 1694, 


and two Tears afterwards, theſe Let- 
ters were made Publick without her 
Leave by J. H. Eſq; ſo highly was 
ſhe diſguſted at fuch an ungenerous 


Treatment, 
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Treatment, that ge cauſed them to „ 
ff. 


The Copy from which this Edition 

1% Re- printed, I received from het 

own Hands about Eight Tears agoy 

with this poſitive Injunction, That it 

ſhould never more ſee the Light, 

till the Thread of her Lie was 
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Stage-Coach Journey 
n „ 

E XE 
FF 
| , ö | St. John Baptiſt, 

EGHAM. 


Am got (as they tell me,) 
ſixteen Miles from You and 
London; but I cannot help 
7 fancying it is ſo many De- 

* grees. Tho Midſummer 
to al beſides, in my Breaſt there is no- 


thing but frozen Imaginations. The Re- 
B ſolutions 
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ſolutions I have taken of quitting London 
(which is as much as to ſay, the World) 
for ever, ſtarts back, and asks my gayer 

Part If it has well weighed the Senſe of 


Ever? Nor does your Letter, which I 


received this Morning (taking Coach,) 
leſs influence me, than when I firſt formed 
the Deſign. You ſhould have uſed but 
half theſe Arguments, and they had un- 
doubtedly prevailed. It is of the lateſt 
now to ask me why I leave the crowded 
Market, and retire to ſtarve alone in So- 
litude ? Whereas you quote the Poet, 


All your Beauty no more Light will have, 


Than a Sun-Dial i in a Graze. 


I am too much afraid Sloth and Sadneſs 
are going to be my Eternal Companions ; 
and you know my Soul is unfitted for ſuch 
Gueſts, till upon the Road to Execution: 
I fancied Dying to the World; Horace, 
Corley, all thoſe Illuſtrious Lovers of So- 
litude, debauched my Opinion, againſt my 
Reaſon : I took Coach with Mr. Gran 


villes's Words in my Mouth, . | 
| Place 


E. 
70 
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Place me, ye Gods i in ſome obſcure Retreat 
Ob! keep me Innocent : Make others Great: 

In quiet Shades, content with Rural Sports, 
Give me a Life, remote from guilty Courts : 
Where free from Hopes and Fears, at humbleFaſe, 


Unheard of, I may live, and die in Peace... 


Yet you ſee how great a Change two 
Hours has produced: All my Conſtancy 
is not Proof againſt the Thought that I am 
going to have no Lover but myſelf for 
ever. The green inviting Graſs (upon 
which I promiſed to paſs many pleaſing 
ſolitary Hours) ſeems not at all entertain- 
ing: The Trees, with all their blooming, 
ſpreading Beauties, appear the worlſt ſort 
of Canopy ; becauſe, where I am going, 
they can offer their Shade to none but ſo- 
litary Me. But it is not reaſonable my 
Dulneſs ſhould extend to You, who have 
every thing in your Nature juſt and plea- 
ſing, You asked, and I eagerly engaged 
(becauſe you deſired me) to give an Ac- 
count of myſelf and Travels, every Stage. 
I have not forgot when I told you; it was 
too often, How you anſwered, Not for a 
Mind fo fruitful as mine in Variety of 

'B 2 Tnconſt ant 
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Tneonftant I houghts, .*. Lou find at pre- 
ſent, they run all upon melancholy Ap- 
prehenſions, which ha ve ſb wholly poſſeſſed 
me; I have not had time to obſerve my 
wretched Fellow Travellers, only a pert 
Sir in the Company, that will make him- 
ſelf be taken notice of by his Dulneſs. 
They moſt unmercifully ſet us to Dinner at 
Ten- a-Clock, upon a great Leg of Mut- 
ton. It is the Cuſtom of theſe Dining 
Stages, to prepare one Day Beef, and a- 
nother our preſent Fare; it is ready againſt 

the Coach eomes : And tho' you ſhould 
have 4 perfect Antipathy, there is no Re- 
medy but Faſting: The Coachman begs 
your Pardon; he would not ſtay dreſſing 


a Dinner for the King, (God bleſs him) 


ſhould he travel in his Coach. I have leſt 
the Limb of the Sheep to the Mercy of 
my Companions, (whoſe Stomachs are, 
thus early, prepared for any Digeſtion) 
to tell you, with what unfeigned Reſpect 
I ſhall be ever 
Your True, and 
Faithful Servant, 
D. MawLler: 


114% EK E TEX. | *y 
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1 Am got fafe to Harrity-Row, and in 
a little better Humour than when 1 
writ my laſt. Our Landlord is a perfect 
Beaux, and moſt exquifitely performs the 
Honours of his Houfe. I am in pain for 
his Aſſiduity: I cannot fetch a Step, no not 
to the Window, from the Table, &c. but 
he is Squiring me; and ſo dreffed, and fo 
conceited, that nothing but Serving a looſe 
Apprenticeſhip, could have ſet him up a 
Maſter in the Trade of Foppery. He was 
a Coldſmith's Apprentice, where he ſtudi- 
ed more his Pleaſures, than Profit. This 
Houſe fell to him, and he wifely refolved 
to keep it himſelf, with the Help of his 
Siſter, who is a neat, houſewifely, oblig- 
ing ſort of Woman. I ſuppoſe it is, by 
much, the beſt Entertainment this Road 
- affords, They have a tollerable Cook; 
and I was glad to find ſomething I could 
eat at Three-a-Clock, for we came in 

here 
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here at Two, and I can give you a little 
better Account of my Fellow-Travellers. 
The Sir I ſpoke of is a Baronet's Son, as 


he has carefully given me to underſtand : 
I take it for granted, he /ikes me; and 


would have me do the ſame by him. As 


he came in he put off his Travelling Suit, 
for a Coat and Veſt, deſigned to dazzle 
the Curate and all his Congregation. 
The Way I took to mortify his Foppery, 
was, not to ſpeak a Word of the Change ; 
which made him extream uneaſy : At 
length, out of all Patience, he deſired my 
Opinion, if his Taylor had uſed him well? 
What the Brocade was worth a Yard ? 
How many Ounces of Silver-Fringe ? And 
recommended to my Curioſity the exqui- 
ſite Workmanſhip of the Loops; and then 
gave me the Sum Total of his Coſt. I 
anſwered him, That Finery was loſt upon 
me; I neither was, nor pretended to be a 
Judge. He pertly anſwered,He perceived 
by my Sullenneſs, that I had a great deal 
of Wit ; though I underſtood he had but 
little by his Remark.------ Well, all this 
did not do: He would fain have had me 

enquired 


to EXETER, 7 


enquired into his Family, Intrigues, and 
Fortune; which when he perceived I had 
no Curioſity for, Faith, Madam, ( ſaid 
he) I beg your Ladyſhip's Opinion, if I 
am not the moſt unfortunate Man breath- 
ing: Ti tell you a moft mortifying Ad- 
venture Nay, you muſt hear me 
I vow, this Indifferency does not ook 
natural to you; your eyes promiſe us 
much more Fire. Il ſhut em, thought 
I, for ever, rather than ſuch a Fop ſhall 
find any thing to like them for hat! 
no Anſwer, Madam, (aid he) I per- 
ceive your Attention by your Silence. 
'Gad, I love a Perſon of your Breeding, 
that know themſelves better than to in- 
terrupt a good Story. Perhaps Madam 
is not well with her Fourney, anſwered 
Mrs. Mayoreſs of Totneſs----- Alas] T 
wonder Riding in the Coach ſhould not 
have got you a better Stomach----= Poor 
Gentlewoman,. ſhe has ſcarce eat any 
thing. Ti recompence that by a Feaſt 
of the Mind, anſwered my Fop. How 
ſay you, Madam? Shall I begin the Re- 
galio ? ----= I had as good conſent, quoth 
"I J: 
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J. With or evithout my Leave, I ſre you 
are reſolved upou it. Mell then, Madam, 


ſaid he, fince you are diſpoſed to be de- 
mm I'll about it ori 


It Ae! at Orſira three Months 
daga (here I often came, my Father's 
Eſtate being not far diſtant) I faw a 
Lady, and fell in Love with her; Aye 
Gad, Madam, downright in Love with 
her. She was a Perſon Gentilely bred, 
© had ſeen the Beau-Monde, made the 
Jour af all the Places of Gallantry, 
© ſhived in the Drawing- Room, languiſhed 
in the Boxes, adorned the Park; in a 
© Waxd, was all a Man of my Circum- 
©. ſtances could defire in one he was re- 
© ſalved to make an Oblation of his Heart 
„to. But as her Honour was my Care, 
c and hot Marrying my Deſign, I ſearched 
©. for a dexterous Pretence to viſit, and be 
happy. I took Mr. Sye with me, a 
© Gentleman of the Town, who had a 
© Wife : To give you the Character of 
my Friend, He was naturally amorous, 


g mo a handſome Perſon, and Strains of 
* natural 


to EXE T E R. 9 
© natural Wit beyond whatever I ſaw in 
© the moſt Acquired; and your Ladyſhip 

* muſt allow me to be a judge of Wit, 
by ſo dexterouſly finding out yours, 
© Maugre your Silence. I bowed for this 
extraordinary Compliment ; and thought 
I could not more agreeably return it, than 
by continuing my Silence; and, as the 
Poet has it, /eft him to his dear Miſtake. 
Mr. $lye, continued he, was to propoſe 
© a Marriage between me and my Lady 
Conqueſt, to the old People her Rela- 
tions, whom ſhe was juſt come to live 
with: But as ſoon as he ſaw her, if I 
was her firſt Oxford Victim, he was cer- 
tainly the ſecond ; and, as I found, pre- 
ſently took with her. She. had a very 
fine Hand, which Mr. He, according to 
the Country Liberty, kiſſed; and — 
with Cleveland, ſaid, 


F 


Ho 


NA 6 


© S ſoft, tis Air but once remou'd ; 
© Tender, as teuere a Jelly Glos d. 


© She gave him a Look, which ſeemed to 
* ſay, ſhe wondered in that Place at ſuch 
C "A 
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* a Piece of Gallantry; and then purſuing FF 


* with her Wit the Victory of her Eyes, 
© charmed my Friend to that Degree, that 
© he told me, he muſt enjoy her, or die. 
Gad, Madam, was not this a very 
* odd Turn? Tcarried him to ſpeak for 
© me; and he comes to make me the Con- 
© fidant of his Deſigns? We agreed, 
| + tho' as Friends ſhould, to keep our mu- 

© tual Confidence ſecret from her, and to 
© endeavour each of us to. make himſelf 
© happy, and faithfully to relate the Pro- 
© greſs of our Amours. But becauſe the 
©. Country is much given to Tatling, the 
© Pretenfions of Marriage went on. La- 
© dy Conqueſt was Airy and Coqguet; | 
| © loved Company and Gallantry, if 

. they could be purchas d with Safety: 
© But ſhe knew ſo well how to manage 
* every body, that none durſt ſpeak to 
© her, more than ſhe had a mind to hear. 
© I was one of the awed Fools. Gad 
* zwould you believe, Madam, that Love 
© could make ſo great an Aſs of a Man 
© of my Underſtanding ? And yet it was 
* not altogether that — my Pride 
* Was 


c 
c 


c 
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© was concerned; I was reſolv'd not to 


ſerve for her Diverſion, till I was ſure 
ſhe was conſenting to be mine; but 
could no more keep out of her Compa- 


ny, than I could hang myſelf. I de- 


fired her to walk : She conſented, 
with a Crony ſhe picked up, upon 
Condition I would engage Mr. Slye of 
the Party. I was jealous, but to no 
purpoſe ; either my Rival's Company, 
or not my Miſtreſss. Shye pretended 
Fear of his Wife, that he durſt not 
appear in publick with any other 
Woman; for ſhe already began to 
have Apprehenſions of my Lady Con- 
quęſt, whoſe Way of Living was re- 
mote to thoſe of Country-Gentle- 
women's; and therefore he was re- 
ſolved to think no more of her, tho' in- 
finitely pleaſing to him; for his For- 
tune depended, in a great meaſure, up- 
on his Wife's Mother. I came back 
with this doleful News to Lady Con- 
gueſt. Co tell him, anſwered ſhe, He 
who has pretended to love me, ſhould 


* fear nothing more than not being be- 


* loved 2 


s 
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© Joved;, and: that I command him to 
© meet us at the appointed place. Iran, 
* like a Fool, to do her Meſfage, which | 
* I believed Raillery, becauſe ſhe ought 

© to have been more cautious of a Marri- 
ed Man's Love, if ſerious. Se wanted 
* but Intreaty : He conſented, and we 
© met, but not to my Comfort ; tho' the 
© Expence was mine, he had the Profit: 
+ She was not eaſy unleſs he fat nigh 
© her; ſhe talked to him, ſtared at him, 
© didevery thing to ſhew ſhe was pleaſed ; 
© whilſt I, by a Notion of Pride, would 
* pretend nothing, for fear I ſhould not 
© have all: For, Gad, Madam, Ido not 
* love being baulked thus. Several times 
© we met, but all as little to the purpoſe, 
+ Undoubtedly, ſhe ſaw I loved her, but 
© would not ſee, becauſe I was of Uſe in 
© her Afﬀairwith He. The whole Town 
© talked of our approaching Wedding, 
© and I began to be Fool enough to re- 
* ſolve on it through S/ye's Perſuaſion, who 

' * eontinually extolled her Honour and 

- © Vertue, and tickled my-Pride with the 


News of her Love; but that ſhe want- 
© ed 
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ed a Deen ion from me, before I 


could expect a Confeſſion from her. I 


told him, I would think on it; and ſo 
we parted,—----- That Night (as Chance 
would have it) I paſſed along by the 
Houſe where ſhe lived, and I found the 
Gate open: I know not what Devil 

of Curioſity carried me in; and when 
in, to go to her Chamber: I did both 
unſeen, and concealed myſelf behind 
the Bed, which I ſaw fitted for Night. 

I reſolved to wait till ſhe ſhould be in 
Bed, and then to take Advantage of her 
Woman's Abſence, (who. lay in the 
Anti-Chamber) and there to declare my 
Love, and offer her Marriage. Long 
I had not waited, (T hough 'Gad, Ma- 
dam, I was very impatient, and 
thought every Minute Seven,) when 
the charming Fair came from her 
Dreſſing-Room, with nothing on but 
her Night-Gown and Slippers, which 


* were ſoon thrown off, and the Goddeſs 


© appeared more beauteous than the naked 


0 


Queen of Love. The happy Bed ſoon 


* received her; and ſhe cryed, Haſte, 


© and 
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„ 


© and bring my Lover to me. At theſe 
Words her Woman went into the Anti- 
Chamber, and returned ſoftly with ye; 
© who flew to her Arms, ſighed, kiſſed, 
* and died there. — Imagine my Sur- 
© prize! "T'was ſo great, I could not in a 
© long timeſhew myſelf to interrupt em: 
* Atlength, ſeeing him undreſs for Bed, 
© 'Gad, Madam, my Patience was quite 
© expired ; Traytor, ſaid I in ſhewing my 
© ſelf, Is it thus thou preſeroeſt thy 
* feigned Duty to thy Wife? I laid my 
© Hand upon my Sword, and he did the 
© like on his; and we had certainly 
© drawn, had not the Amorous-Fair 


© thrown herſelf out of Bed between us, 


© and conjured us on her Knees to make 
© nonoiſe; elſe ſhe was loſt for ever. I 
© raiſed her naked Beauties, and carried 
© them whence they came, but complained 
© at my hard Fortune, which had made 
© me the Inſtrument of my own Ruin, 
© She ſaw I was extreamly touched at 
* it; and after her Shame and Surprize 
© was 4a little over, Tu have no Rea- 
* ſon, Sir, (ſaid ſhe) to complain of me: 
God © 7 
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© I could have no Engagements with a 
© Man who never pretended to love me. 
* Though you have given me the Glory of 
© refuſing you as a Husband (in the 
Eyes of the Town) it could not hut 
© nettle me, to know there was nothing 
© ſerious on your fide, but done like a 
© Gentleman, to ſecure my Reputation 
* amongſt Ill-bred Fools, who know not 
© the Charms of Converſation, and will 
© not permit it (without Cenſure) to thoſe 
that do. But, Gad, Madam, (an- 
© ſwered I,) your Ladyſhip is not ſo 
* dull, but to know TI loved you: All my 
* Aſſauities, Uneafineſs, Sight, and 
© Ogleings muſt have informed you. 
* Our Sex dares hardly believe yours, 
' © (the replied) when you take pains to 
* ſpeak : And ſure it were an unpar- 
* donable Vanity to draw ſuch Conſe- 
© quences without it. Thoſe Circum- 
* ftances you pretend, I have found 
© common to all Gentlemen: Therefore 
* muſt I conclude the whole World is in 
© Love with me; and deny myſelf thoſe 
s who tell me they are my Servants, 


© for 
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£ 1 the vain Imagination that another 
© 4s folently ſo? Gad, Madam, (an- 
? © ſweted I, ) I cannot poſſibly forgive the 
20 Preference of a dull, filly, ſober Mar- 
* ried Man, to an Airy, Well-dreſſed; 
* Young, Amorous One. I will be gone 
* zo London by Break of day, for fear I 
* ſhould not conceal my Reſentments, and 
* {o injure your Ladyſhip irreparabhy : 
* For, Gad, Madam, I muſt repeat 
* again, you were to blame to ſlight 
all the Pains I took to breed you for 
© nobler Came. This laſt, I confeſs, 
broke my Splenetick Silence, and I could 
not hold laughing heartily ; which am- 
ply paid my Squire for the Pains he had 
taken in his Relation. He concluded it 
with telling me his Journey to London, 
and ſhort ſtay there, only to accouter; his 
Deſign of viſiting a Lady-Siſter, married 
into Devonſhire: And cloſed with Lauds 
to his good Fortune, that had thrown 
him into a Coach with a Lady of my 
Charms and Senſe, to whom he had fa- 
 crificed the Relicks of Lady Conqueſt the 


firſt Minute that he ſaw me. I anſwered 
| | him, 
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him, That I found Experience had made 
him reſolve - againſt. loſing . a. ſecond 


Miſtreſs for want of ſpeaking He had 
- Manners ſufficient (or rather Conſcience) 


to think he had given me enough of his 


Boanz-lelt for one Day, and withdrew: 


'T could not forbear, late as it was, 
ſending you an Account : If you laugh in 
your Tum, I am paid for my Pains, as 
well as the Squire. It is now paſt Eleven, 
and they will call us by Two: Good Night; 
I am going to try if I can droyn in Sleep 
that which. moſt ſenſibly affects me, the 
cruel Separation we have. ſo * 


ſuffered. 
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0 not you think I am more 
cConſtant than your Friendſhip 
could hope, or mine pretend 
2 to? I think it a great Proof 

of it, amidſt the Fatigues of a Weſt- 
Country Journey, to give you thus duly 
an Account of my inſignificant ſelf, and 
Travels. We parted from Hartley-Row 
at Three this Morning, through a Croud 
of Beggars who watch our Coach for 
Alms; and will never leave it unbleſſed. 
Hence my Beaux took Occaſion of Si- 
mile; bid me to obſerve how wakeful 
thoſe Wretches were for ſmall Charities, 
That he would do the like, in hopes of 
greater; and that my Divine Idea ys 
ſo 
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ſo filled his Sight, he could not reſolbe 
to let Sleep intrude for fear of ſhutting 
me out. I perceived he took pains to be 
thought uneaſy, and I have more good 
Manners than to diſappoint him. Mrs. 
Mayoreſs, now ſhe is acquainted, has all 
the low, diſagreeable Familiarity of Peo- 
ple of her Rank. She entertained us all 
the Morning with a ſorry Love-buſineſs 
about her Second Husband ; ſtuff ſo im- 
pertinent, I remember nothing of it. 
Beaux continues his Aſſiduities: I think 
none was ever ſo plagued with dying 
Eyes; his are continually in that poſture, 
and my Oppoſites, that I am forced to 
take a good deal of pains to avoid them. 
The two other Fellow Travellers were 
never ſo promoted before, and are much 
troubled their Journey is to laſt no longer, 
and wiſh the four Days four Months. 1 
hope every Jolt will ſquaſh their Gnts, 
and give them enough of it: But they are 
Proof againſt any ſach Diſaſters, and 
hugely delighted with what they are 
pleaſed to call Riding in State. Aſter 
this ridiculous Account, you need not 

D 2 doubt 
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doubt but I am thoroughly mortified,--- 
"The Trouts are juſt brought upon the 
Table, which are the only good Thing 
here ; they look inviting, and will not 
ſtay 11 cooling Compliments. I _ 
Time will ſhew none, to ay, 


JI am unalterably JOUr Se. 
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| Cannot give möge any Rea- 
ſon why theſe Coach-men are 
| I ſuch unreaſonable Rogues : 

— They make us riſe at Two in 
the Morning, to bring us into our Inn at 
the ſame Hour in the Afternoon. After 
we were re poſed a little, Beaux ſhined 
again (as Yeſterday,) and waited upan 
me to Evening-Prayers. I need ſay no- 
thing to you of Salisbury Cathedral: If 
in a Foreign Country, as the Lapy in 
her Letters of Spain, * I could entertain 
You with a noble Deſcription ; but You 
have either ſeen, or may ſee it; and {6 
I will ſpare my Architecture. There are 
abundance of pretty, innocent- looked 
Women, genteel enough; but I have loſt 
my Heart to a handſome Church man. I 
never thought before that Dreſs was tole- 
rable ; but ſo wore, it ſeems a mi ighty 


-.- The Counteſs B Angi's Travels into Spain. 
Ornament, 


22 A Stage-Coach Journey 
Ornament. He was placed behind me; 
but I turned my Devotion, and kneeled 
to him, imagining him no leſs than (as in 
Antique Days) ſome High Prieſt of the 
Sun. The Canon gave me Cauſe to think 
he had dined too well, and was obliged 
to his Snuff, more than Religion, for 
keeping him awake. Well, Devotion 
done, I was forced to break up mine, 
and leave him without a Knowledge of 
his Conqueſt. As we were walking to 
our Inn, I asked Beaux what we ſhould 
do to paſs the next Day without being 
very weary of each other, for Sunday 
does not permit Travelling. He (you 
may be ſure,) did not fail to tell me, 
He could never be weary of me, though 
( himſelf) expiring by my Sight and Cru- 
elty. I waved his Compliment, and told 
him my Deſign of engaging the People in 
the Exeter Coach (if they ſeemed worth 
it) to live with Us for the time. When 
we returned, we were told it was not 
yet come in, occaſioned by the breaking 
of the Axle-tree five Miles off; but that 


9 a Fellow was gone to mend it, and they 
were 
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were expected every Moment. My 
Chamber Window anſwered the Court; 
I roſe to it at the Noiſe of the Coach, 
and preſently ſaw alight a tall, bluſtering, 
big-boned, raw Thing, like an overgrown 
School-Boy, but conceited above any 
Thing. He had an Appurtenance, called 
a Wife, whom he ſuffered to get out as 
well as ſhe could; as long as he had 
lain by her, he did not think her worth 
the Civility of his Hand. She ſeemed a 
Giant of a Woman, but very fine, with 
a right Citt-Air. He bluſtered preſently 
for the beſt Lodging, which he ſaw taken 
up by her that held the fine Fan before 
her Face: You may gueſs this was your 
humble Servant. The Chamberlain told 
him, it was their Cuſtom, firſt come, 
firſt ſerved ; but that there were very 
good Chambers beſides. The reſt of the 
Company were two Things that looked 
pert and awkward ; Tradeſmen'sDaughters 
I judged them. But methonghts, caſting 
my Eyes upon a Gentlewoman and her 
Servant, that came out laſt, I found ſome- 
| thing pleaſed me; whether it were be- 
cauſe 
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cauſe ſhe really deſerved it, or that the 
Stuff ſthe' was with ſet her off. I had 
a Baſin of fine Heart-Cherries before me, 
-juft come from the Garden: I cauſed them 
to be brought after me into the Gallery, 
and deſigned them as a Bait to the Wo- 
man whom I was to begin the Acquaint- 
ance with; ſor Beau deligned to ſet up 
to get a Fortune in Devonſhire, and was 
unwilling to ſhew any Irregularity; 
and I thought myſelf above their Reflecti- 
ons. The firſt that appeared was the 
Wife, with a Riſing Belly: This ſeemed 

a good Hint; I offered them to her, not 
knowing but the might long. The fight 
(I ſuppoſe, ) did not diſpleaſe her, for 
ſhe readily accepted, and eat very greedi- 
iy. The Gentile- looked Lady had much 
to do to be perſuaded. As for the other 
two, they were gone to chuſe a Lodging. 
We preſently grew acquainted, taking 
Travellers Liberty, and Supped together. 
en I tell you? The Wife (grew | 
. jealous of me. It ſeems, her Temper was 
duch And her Husband (no ſmall Man 
in his Country; though himſelf juſt ſet up 
in 
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in Merchandizing at London ; his Father 
one of the Sauen, at Exeter : ) thought 
he might carry all Hearts, before him, as 
well as the Country-Laſſes, They were 
come from viſiting their Friends, and re- 
turning to their Houſe in Londun. Mrs. 
Stanhope (for that was the Lady's Name 
whom [I liked) told me I was not to count 
upon the Conqueſt, for he had given her 
Douceurs all the Way, and made her 
extream uneaſy, becauſe his Wife appear- 
ed to be ſuch. We grew into an Inti- 
macy, and left the Company. My Beaux 
was to me faithleſs and inconſtant. One 
of the awkward [little Things [ told you of, 
and who had a tollerable Face, was a 
Goldſmith's Daughter of Exeter, and ac- 
quainted with -his Lady-Siſter ; that be- 
gan their Acquaintance. She ſeemed free 
and fond: He took the Hint, and applied 
Himſelf to her; which I was very glad of. 
Mrs. Stanhope went with me to my 
Chamber; and after much Diſcourſe, 
offered Friendſhip, and mutual Know- 
ledge of each other; ſhe gave me this 
Account of her laſt Adventure, 
* 15 E 21 
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© I came now from Falmouth, (ſaid | 


© ſhe) where I have been ever ſince the 
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Beginning of the Spring, to viſit a Bro- 
ther and his Wife that lives there. Un- 
til within theſe ſix Weeks I ſaw nothing 
that pleaſed me: At laſt, it was a Cap- 


© tain of a Man of War had the chance; | 


my Brother brought him, to his Houſe: | 
And for my Excuſe, I muſt tell you, he | 


| *.15A very pretty, genteel young Gentle- 


man, of a good Family and Educati- 
on, and in proſpect of coming to very | 
good Fortune. Ihey talked of the | 
Town and Country Beauties : At laſt, | 
a young Creature was Named, whom 
I had not ſeen; but the Captain ſet her 
before every thing he had. I was con- 
© cerned at his Opinion, and asked him 
his of the Dutcheſs of Grafton ? lle 
© gave her due Praiſe; but yet in his 
Eſteem, this exceeded, I could not 
but think him extreamly in the wrong ; 
© and was angry when I heard him with 
himſelf a Man of mighty Fortune, to 
deſerve her. He ſailed that Night; and 
after Ten Days Cruiſe, came in again. 
His 
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His firſt Viſit was to me. I aſked him 
© if he had ſeen his Miſtreſs, He ſaid he 
© had none. I remembred him of what 
© he had ſpoke. He anſwered, that I had 
* taught him better. He continued his 
* Applications, viſited me Three Times a 
Day: And becauſe I was till jealous of 
© his Words, I had him watched, and 
* an Account brought of all his Viſits, 
The young Lady's Uncle made a Ball; 
but becauſe my Brother and he were 
not well together, there was no Hopes 
of my being invited; which my Lover 
very well knew, and therefore ſaid, he 
would not be there, having received 
Orders to Sail. He took his Leave 
* with tranſporting Sorrow; and had the 
I © Glory to find mine was real. However, 
* I would not loſe the Ball, becauſe I de- 
* fired to ſee my reputed Rival. I for- 
* got to tell you he had never ſeen her 
* but once, when he praiſed her to that 
Degree; and dexterouſly told me, a ſe- 
* cond Sight had undeceived him. I 
* dreſſed myſelf like a Farmer's Wife, 
* With a Basket on my Arm; and by the 
E 2 * help 
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N help of one of the Servants, was placed | 
© like a Country-Gazer at the Corner of | 
© the Room. I needed not to be told my | 
* Rival, a Thouſand dazling 5 
© diſtinguiſhed her; and though I looked 
© with jealous Eyes, muſt acknowledge 
© I never ſaw any Beauty more perfect. 
© All my Hopes lay in a certain ſoftneſs ' 
© which did not promiſe much Wit. In 
F a little time my Traytor (whom 1 
© imagined in the wide Ocean) came to 
© the Ball, Danced with his Miſtreſs, 
© and was as Aſſiduous as ſhe deſerved. 
© I was fo well pleaſed at the Diſcovery, | 
5 I ſtayed not for any more, for fear I ' 
© ſhould not eſcape my ſelf, About 
ec 
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Midnight he came (for a Minute) to 
ſee me; and told me he was juſt come 
Aſhore, the Ship under Sail; yet with- 
out another Sight, it was impolliþle for 
him to depart, I confounded him with | 
telling him what had fo lately paſſed | 
at the Ball: Yet he drew himſelf out 
of the Embarraſs, and ſaid every thing 
to make me think he loved me; and 


ve were ſeriouſly treating upon the Af. 
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© fair of Matrimony. I told him he muſt 
* get my Father's Conſent who lived at 
London, where I was going. He 
8 begged me to defer my Journey ll he 
© came in; which I too readily promiſed ; 
© and ſo we parted. I knew my For- 
© tune fairer than my Rival's, and began 
© to be perſuaded I had the better of her. 
© For, what elſe could draw him to ad- 
, . me? When I ſaw him return, it 
© was with mutual Joy: But he was or- 
© dered that ſame Night to Sail to Phy- 
© mouth, and did not expect to be back 
© ina Week; therefore we agreed upon 
* my Journey. He ſwore an inviolable 
© Love; and would have contracted 
© himſelf, if I durſt, without my Father's 2 
* Conſent: He intended to write to his 
© Friends above to ask it, And thus we 
once more parted, but not till he had 
e ſeverely exclaimed againſt any Deſigns 
© upon my Rival before a whole Crew 
of Town Goſſips, that I was ſure would 
© tell her. You may conelude we agreed 
© upon Writing, I took my Journey, 
* and ſtayed at an Aunt's Houſe in Exc 
| * ter 
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er Ten Days; where I heard that 
* within Four of my Departure, my Lo- 
© ver returned; and in Three more was 

* pablickly Married to my Rival, 1 

© writ to thank him for ridding me of a 

© Knaviſh Husband, wiſhed him Joy, 
© took Coach, and reſolved againſt too 

* ealily believing any Man again. 

The Poſt has juſt brought me a Letter 
from you: I find you Curſe me with the | 
Continuation of Egham Uneaſineſs, till 
I return to (the World in) London. 
Methinks it is unreaſonable to impoſe the 
continued Slavery of Writing : I aſſure 
you, I ſhall take Truce with it till at my 
Journey's End, unleſs ſomething happen 
worth our Notice. General Talmaſb's 
Body was brought in here this Evening : 
His Secretary I am acquainted with, and 
have ſent to deſire the Favour of his 
Company to-Morrow at Dinner; and if 
any Thing in his Relation be Entertain- 
ing, you ſhall not fail of it from 
Nur Sincere . 

Paithful Servant, 


Saturday Night, x 
from Salisbury. D. M. 
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PHE Nerd of 00 great a 
Man's Death as General 
Y Talmaßb (in the middle of 
all his Enterprizes, when 
Fortune ſeemed to promiſe 


him much greener Lawrels than he had 
yet gathered) has fo added to my Me- 
lancholly, that I will not deſcribe his 

Misfortune to you for fear it be conta- 
inks but rather ſuffer you to expect 
the publick Account: for I am one of 
thoſe that eſteem you more than to make 
you uneaſy ; as I think none can be other- 
wiſe that hears the Particulars of his Loſs. 
Something there was extrgamly touching. 


nis * PoE Died of his Wounds at Porife 


mouth, which he received in the Unfortunate Expedi- 
tion beſore Breft, Anno. _— 
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After this doleful Subject, * 
m Beaux may juſtty complain I have ſo 
lo 
ll. We parted this Morning from our 
Sunday Aoquaintance. Fop told me 
( when I gently reproached him for In- 
conſtancy, ) Gad, Madam, it is but to 
mgke myſelf the newer to your Lader 
z0-Marrow. I rather thought it was to 
keep me ſuch to him. He has given me 
A Relation of his Succeſs with the Dam- 
ſel. Ihe treated him (in her Chamber ) 
with Ro/a Solis, and what he calls Swcket. 
The, reſt he could willingly have ac- 
quainted me with, but I recommended 
Diſcretion in Ladies Affairs; and he (al- 
molt burſting, ):4s yet forced to be filent. 
How long he will keep ſuch I do not 
know, for he has often offered at break - 
ing his moſt painful Penance. We have 
and. Blandford to 


paſſed Dorcheſter 
Day, but I found nothing in either worth 
your Notice. The Toils of the Body in- 
fluence the Mind: I ſuppoſe by my Dul- 
nefs, you find I ſpeak woful Truths. We 


are * at Bridgport, and very ill; 
I. but 


874 time deglected bis. moſt, fingular | 
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but it is but for a Night. Here is juſt 
come into the Inn an Aequaintance of 
Beaux's, who promiſes yielding Matter for 
to- Morrow s Letter. This was infected 
in the Beginning by General Talmaſb; 


and the moſt uneaſy Journey e 
eludes it. 


n .. 


Tour ever Conſtant and | 
Obliged Servant. 


18 
Bridgport, 
June 26. 
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ccc ce ee 666% 
LETTER V.. 


ere EUA is now grown ſo 
Wor” 88 inſipid, that I ſhall ſay 
Tl > very little of him for the 
Ha future; and I have Reaſon 
to believe myſelf ſuch to 
him; for theſe two laſt Evenings (con- 
trary to Cuſtom ) he has not Re-Dreſſed: 
The Fatigue which he ſeems more ſenſi- 
ble of than any of us, has tarniſhed the 
Luſtre of his Eyes; and inſtead of any 
farther Ogjeing, drowns all his Amorous 
Pretenſions in as profound Sleep as the 
uneaſy Jolting of the Coach will permit, 
This is what I can never be ſo happy to 
gain. But to tell you ſomething of our 
laſt Night's Entertainment : Whilſt Sup- 
per was getting ready the Gentleman | 
told you of, at Neauæ g Intreaty, gave us | 
an Account of what Affairs were carry- 
ing him to London: The _ of it is 

this, 
* Your 


1 EXETER. 35 


© Your Ladyſhip (ſaid he) may ſoon 

+ & © perceive by my Accent that I am & 
| &} © Foreigner. I had the Glory of follow- 
ing the Prince of Orange (now our Au- 
ſpicious King) in his Expedition into 
* * England. We landed in the Weſt, 
© with all thoſe Particulars, which are 

© needleſs to repeat. During our Stay dt 

© Exeter, I rendered my conſtant Devoti- 
on at the Cathedral; and in coming 
© thence one Evening, an old Woman 
* (with a Look as mean as a Beggar) 
* preſented me a Letter; which when 
I had opened, I found from an Un- 
© known, who ſtiled himſelf my Friend, 
and gave me this Advice, That a Lady 
of good Country-Quality and Fortune, 
© (and who was then in Exeter ) 
© was going to be diſpoſed of by her 
Mother to a Man ſhe no way affected: 
© But that ſhe had been heard to ſay, 
© If the handſome Switzer were in his 
© place ſhe ſhould obey without Reluftan- 
* cy. And concluded the Letter with 
— giving me Advice like a good Friend, 
to improve my growing Fortune: For 
F 2 * {0 
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_ © the old Lady. Whereupon we con- 
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* fo conſiderable an one as Twelve Thou- 
© fand Pounds was not every Day throw 

© into a Soldier's Lap. I had forgot to | 
© tell your Ladyſhip the Letter was writ | 
© in French, and Directions of the Lady's | 
Name and Lodgings. My Heart gave 
* me a ſecret Preſage that the Matter 
© would not be lucky to me, when 1 


© followed, and therefore took no notice 


* of the Letter. 'Three Days af er, che 
* ſame old Woman brought me another | 
* much more preſſing: Upon which I | 
© gave myſelf blindly up to my Deſtiny. 
© 1 vifited and found the Lady, though 
© not a Beauty, yet Genteel and Taking. 


© It was eaſy to gueſs by my Reception, 


«© that the Letters came from her. I will 
* omit the Diſcourſe we_had, and only 
© reſt upon Matter of Fact. She obliged 
© me to leave my Command, and go with | 

© her to her Eſtate. ' Her Mother looked 

upon me with an evil Eye; but my 

* Miſtrefs was tranſportingly kind, and 

© much concerned that none of the Mini- 

* ſters round durſt Marry us, for fear of 


*'cluded 
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„ eluded 1 ſhould pretend to take my 
© Leave, as deſigning for London; but 

© inſtead of that, go, directly into Cru- 

mall, where the had a conliderable 
© Eſtate, and would meet me. The 
Matter happened as we agreed; but 
* for fear her Mother ſhould purſue us, 
© ſhe conſented to take me for her Hus- 
© band before the Parſon could be got 
to make us ſach. That happy Night I 
© had all the Reaſon in the World to be- 
© lieve myſelf agreeable to her; and all 
© was confirmed in the Morning by the 
© Prieſt, Thus careſſed and bleſſed, we 
© returned to her Houſe. The old La- 
© dy (who had no Command of her 
© Daughter's Fortune, and ſaw the Buſi- 
© neſs beyond Remedy) was with the 
© firſt to make her Court to me, and 
© with me Joy. Three happy Months 
© I had all the Satisfaction that innocent 
© Marriage and excellive Love in a Bride 
© could give me. Then I began to con- 
ider a little my Affairs, and propoſed 
to my Wife my being Naturalized, 


* that I might look after hers. She 
* ſwooned 
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ſwooned at the Name; and when ſhe 
recovered, ſhe ſnatched a Bayonet of 
mine, and wounded herſelf under the 
Left Breaſt, but not much. I cannot 
expreſs my Surprize: We huſhed the 
Matter for fear of her Mother; and I 
employed ſome of my Soldierly Skill to 
cure it, which had the Effect. I en- 
quired into the Reaſon of this Extra- 
vagancy. She told me the Diſcovery 
of Intereſt in me, when ſhe had believ- 
ed Love, was the only Motive of our 
Marriage. Some Days paſſed, and as 
often as I offered at it, ſhe received 
ſuch mighty Diſguſt, that I reſolved to 
get it done without her Notice; for 
ſhe took me not as a Husband, but a 
Lover. It was true, I was received 
as a Gueſt, but not a Maſter; and 
my Circumſtance (having left my Com- 
mand) required that. I got her Leave 
for my Journey: She ſhewed ſuch ex- 
travagant Paſſion at our Separation, 
that I ſwore a ſpeedy Return; and re- 
ſolved to leave my Naturalization de- 
pending, look after my other Affairs, 
C and 
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© and return within a Fortnight to her: 
mann Was time I had a dange- 

© rous Fit of Sickneſs in London. I writ 
© often to her, and gave her an Account 
© that the Act was Paſſed, and I could 
© now happily call myſelf an Engliſb 
© Husband, She only anſwered, She 
© knew how to interpret it; but ſhe was 
© put in her Cunning, if 1 ſhould find 

* an Engliſh Wife at my Service, who 
* knew not the true Value and Uſe of 

© ones This Letter damped me; but 
«© truſting to the Greatneſs of that Power 
* Love had given me in her Heart, I did 

not queſtion but my Preſence would 

" make; all things, eaſy. I took Poſt, 

* my Impatience would not ſtay the 
© Coach, though the Remains of my Fe- 
* ver ſeemed to expect it. I gave my 
© ſelf no reſt during the whole Journey. 
] ſent to give her Notice of my Arri- 
* val : But what was my Surprize, to 
F find all ſhut at home! I called under 
© her Window where I perceived Light: 
* It wasa heavy Night of Rain: I knock- 
* ed at the Gates and ſtormed, but all 
| * to 
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to no purpoſe; I was glad to take up 
© my Lodging in the Porch. At Six in 
© the Morning an Under-Servant appear- 
© 6d: I asked for her Lady. She told 
© me bs enas gone nous knew whither, 
© and had conveyed away ber Plate, 
. Sy that, if I pleaſed, an empty 
* Houſe was at my Service. I calmly 
© bore all this, imagining it but a Try- 
* al; ſought her round the Country, but 
in vain; ſhe often fhifced Places, and 
© went diſguiſed, Not long after, the 
' © commenced a Proceſs againſt me, and 
© by a Pretenee ( which will for ever 
make her notorious) rendered me to 
© the Court as Incapable. I was ſtill fo 
© tender of her Fame, as to ſuffer the 
Aſperſion. Common Law ſeparated 
© us: She got the better by my refuſing 
© to. Vindicate myſeif, and I Fifteen 
© Hundred Pounds of her Fortune and 
© the Charges of the Court, It is fince 
© laft Augnft that this has happened. I 
© have vainly tried to remove her impla- 
© cable Averſion, or to learn the Cauſe 


© of it: But I ſee my Endeavours are all 
* fruitleſs; 


— 
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© fruitleſs; and I am now going to leave 
England (I think) for ever. 

I complimented him upon his Misfor- 
tunes, and really in my Opinion, he 
could not be deſerving of them. Gad, 
Madam, ( ſpeaks Beaux) See what in- 
conſtant Things you Ladies are! I hap- 
pened to be at this Gentleman's Houſe 
when he was firſt Married, and never 
ſaw any thing ſo fond of him as his 
Wife. Gad, I do not believe whatever 
Woman I make happy, though her Efteem 
be equal to my Merit, ſhe can poſſibly be 
founder. 

I am now got ſafely, weary into Exe- 
ter; and I thank God, rid of the Imper- 
tinency of my Fellow- Travellers, Beaux 
excepted, who will ſee me ſafe home, 
though diſtant from his. The Cathedral 
here is very fine; the Biſhop's Seat in it 
ſurpaſſes Salisbury; though ſhort in eve- 
ry thing elſe. Forgive me for leaving 
you thus abruptly, ſince it is more plea- 
ſingly to entertain myſelf with a Letter 


of yours juſt brought to me. 
J am moſt Conſtantly, and 


EXETE 05 
Fane 28, Sincerely yours, 


G D. M, 
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| 


LETTER VIL 


F I have omitted anſwering 
your Three laſt, it proceed- 
dad from nothing but the De- 

dire of doing ſomething New; | 
and you know it is extreamly ſo in me, | 
not eagerly to ſhew you all Teſtimonies | 
of Friendſhip.— My Solitude is much 
more pleaſing than I fancied it: As yet I 
am not weary of that happy Indifferency, 
which leaves me nothing either to hope | 
or fear, 8 f 


Thus Empty, and thus Idle do I live; 
Nor Loud, nor Loving, can, nor take, nor give. | 


I have moſt Foppiſh Letters from 
Beaux, who parted with a World of 
ſeeming Regret ; and yet I hear he is 
endeavouring at a Miſtreſs. I ſuppoſe I * 
may bid his Impertinence Farewell for 

ever; | 
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ever: I think I bid you hope ( in one of 
mine ) to hear no more of him; I know 
not how I am fallen upon the nauſeous 
Repetition. Themiftocles refuſed Si mo- 
pides, when he would have taught him 
the Art of Memory; pertinently ſaying, 
He had more need of Forgetfulneſs than 


1. Memory. { remember what I would 
uur, but I cannot forget what I would. 
|. My Study has fallen upon Religion; I 


am ſearching into all Sorts: You .ſhall 
not fail to hear what that Chance-Med- 
I ley produces. I can now with cold In- 


: I differency ſhake Hands with all Things 
beyond this Solitude, How long the ex- 

„ ; 

5 | traordinary Humour may laſt, I cannot 


inform you at preſent. I repeat with 
Stoical Pride, 

Keep me, ye Bounteons Gods, my Cave and Wood 
In Peace : Let Tares and Acorns be my Food. 


Tours, &c. 
July 10, D. M. 


— 
— 
S 
© 
> 


N. B. There happened 8 long Intercourſe be- 
teen the foregoing- Letters, and the following; 
Occaſſoned by Bruſmeſs altogether improper for 
the Knowledge of the Publick, 
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LETTER VII. 


; 
wa 
A 
"#+, ; 


| Am ſorry I cannot make | 
good my Promiſe to ſo in- | 
adearing a Friend as your 
elf. Looking over my Pa- 


_ 1 find but One of Colbnel Pack's | 


Letters in Imitation of the Portugal 
Nun's: I certainly had Three, which 
he ſent to me for my Opinion ; but Two | 
are loſt, which I very much regret ; and | 
the more, becauſe I know not where he | 
is, to repair it. I would hear how you | 
approve his Stile. I think Imitation the 
hardeſt Part of Writing: It confines a 
Free- born Genius, which naturally loves | 
Untrod Wilds ; at leaſt, if I may gueſs | 
at another's by my own. And now I am 
ſpeaking of that, let me tell you all 
thoſe Romantick Ideas of Retirement, 
which viewed at a diſtance, give a ra- 
viſhing Proſpect, now I am Wedded, and 
Bedded to, prove the worlt ſort of Ma- | 

trimony; 
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ftrimony; but it is only to ſuch a particu- 
© lar Friend as your ſelf, that I dare com- 
plain; to the remoter Sort I aſſume a 
Stoical Appetite and Air: --—- Tell them, 
» 3 rhe World with all its gaudy Pleaſures, 
e are but rich Deluſions, which at once 
corrupt our Senſes and our Fame: That 
r ' rhe little Spot of Earth I have choſe to 
3 fix my Fate in, has more-ſolid Enter- 
tainments, more real Innate Delights 
than the Glories of a Court. Then ſigh, 
and ſeem to pity the more Elevated Part 
of the World, that can bury themſelves 
in Noiſe and Crowd.--— But let me tell 
you, there is no real Satisfaction without 
Converſation. I have had ſo much of the 
Dead ſince I ſettled here, and (as I may 
ſay) nothing of the Lioing, ( for I find 
none deſerves the Name) that I wiſh for 
the Conjuring Art; and would rather 
converſe with the Ghoſts of the Departed, 
than always with their Books, or with 
my ſelf, ----- But I forget, I detain you 
from better Company ; I mean the in- 
cloſed. Write to me ſtill, but nothing of 
News; I mean to hear none till I fee 
London 
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46 A Stage-Coach Fowrney, &c. 
London again; and when that will be, I 


have not the Pleaſure ſo much as to ima- 
gine : It will be New (to lie forgotten, 
and forgetting, and as it were, be born 
with Underſtanding) to all the Vanities 
and Virtues (if any) of that Hydra. 


Jam, S1 R, 
With — Efteem, 
Tour 27 
Obedient Servant, 
March 15, 
1694-5 


D. MANLEY. 
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The Force A : 


OR, 


The NuN's Complaint. 


In a Letter from a ( ſuppoſed) LA D v 
in Portugal, 70 a GENTLEMAN in 


France. By Colonel Pack. 


Written in Imitation of the Five Lovt= 
LETTERS, from a Nux o &4 


CAvAT TEN, Tranſlated by Sir 
ROGER L'ESTRANGE. 


dies that ſo unjuſtly keeps 
it from me! Was not 
poor barbarous Reſolu- 
N non ſufficient that I 
ſhould never poſleſs 
2 ours; but you muſt add the Uſe of all 
your beſt Art to keep me from my Ozon ? 
In what Diſorder do I ſpeak and wy > 

or 
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for want of a poor tender Heart | That 
is gone a Pilgrimage to Love, and ( the 
unkind Heavens not hearing its Prayer) 
has through Diſtraction loſt its Way, and 
never will return again? Fire ſets on 
Fire: Why then does not My Flame 
make You burn? It is a falſe Maxim: 
Extremity of Cold ſcorches. Had I at 
firſt put on a Behaviour more cool and 
remote to your pretended Affection, and 
treated you with Unkindneſs, how many 
Bows and Vows would you have offered 
at Love's-Altar ? With what Ardency 


would you have continued your Proteſta- 


tions? Who would have thought that a 
Fire (at firſt) ſo well kindled as yours, 
ſhould need Fanning with an infectious 
Blaſt to preſerve its Heat e Or that the 
wholſome Sun ſhould put it it out? But that 
Alas! was my Misfortune : My Burning 
was the greater, and drew yours away.— 


How can I then with any Confidence 


blame you for what I myſelf was truly 
and principally the Occaſion of? You too 
eaſily perceived how earneſtly I was 
wont to watch your Eyes, that they 

looked 
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looked not on others; as if mine took 
it unkindly they were not gazed on al- 
together. How perverſe are our Fates | 
Why elſe was it not contrived that you 
might be as happy in me, as it was poſſi- 
ble ſor me to be in you? Say what you 
will, you. was to blame. What Care 
you took to aſſault my Affections, was 
ſufficiently diſcoverable in the conſtant 
Ardour and Formality of your Approaches; 
contriving to appear at all Times as En- 
gaging as poſſible. Your Conqueſt was not 


ſo great: You could not well have met 


with a Heart leſs fortified for a Defence: 
Ye Gods] that I ſhould yield upon your 
very firfl Summons; and ſo diſhonoura- 
bly, that I was not allowed Flying Colours 
Nay, what is yet more ; That I ſhould 
bear ſo mean, ſo low, and fo contempti- 
ble a Spirit, as to take infinitely more 
Delight in my own Captivity and Vaſſal- 


age, than in the moſt Aoutiſhing Tranquil- 


lity! What do I thus rave upon? What 
would 1 have? If I am happy in my Con- 
dition, why do I not reſt and retain my 


Sentes * others of my Sex? But that 
H Rill 
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ſtill. (and 1 fear ever) T have te fame 
ſad Tune to fing* | 


My Conqueror (ths I as for 
being ſo) is gone; and my Cloyſter is 
now as much a Priſon to me as it was 
Heaven, and Liberty, and all TMugs, 
eo hen I had him there. It was an un- 
worthy Thing to fleal my better Part, 
my Soul away; and not think this little 
Frame. its old Companion, worth taking 
with you. But what you had pot, you 
thought was & light Carriage, needed 
little Stowage, paid no Freight, and (I 
dare flake my Life) was the All you | 
ever intended to have of me: Aud to be 
ſo ſeroed, is (it ſeems) the All 1 am 
ever likely to expect from you. How 
grofly did I *. myſelf, and abuſe you, 
whenever 1 imagined you would be kind 
and true to me | Tou that are ſo cruel, 
that could you reduce any other Woman 
into my ill Circumſtances, if there was 
a Third in the World, you would cer- 
tainly leave the former, and there feign 
freſh Adorations. If there was not, yet. 


oO oy 
A 
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purely to gratify your Inbumanity to ber 
(even I,) now ſlighted and \olefled, 


ſhonld then have your Company ; for you 


could not brook being put by a Pleaſure 
of that kind, though it coft you the 


Trouble of going to one who loved 2 
more than the urid. 'Þ 


How , very odd (and as Keg you 
were writing to ſome publick Place of 
Intelligence) was that Diſcourſe of 
yours in your laſt Letter! Concerning 
the great Lightning and Thunder 
which you ſay happened in your Parts ! 
Alſo, Tos defire to know what Weather 
we have had here. Are theſe proper In- 
quiries for a Love-Letter > Truly it 
might have T hundered, Lightned, and 
Rained, or it might have been very p/ea- 


 Jant delightful Weather for aught I know; 


fof I am not capable of making any Re- 
marks of that kind : But this 1 can inform 
you, being too ſure of the Truth of it, that 
it has been very ſtormy Weather in my Eyes 
ever ſince your Departure; and until you re- 

H 2 turn 
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turn (the only Sum, whoſe Influence can 
diſperſe theſe Clouds) I fear it will ever 
be Tempeſtuous. This Account (it may 
be) pleaſes you more than if I had ſeat 
you Word the ill Yeatber had reached 
our Country, demoliſhed our Monaſtery, 


ſet me at Liberty, and I was in purſuit of 


you, Then, then, how I would glut my 
Revenge by the Incurſions of my Love! 
For it ſhould: haunt you in all places and 
all Countries. And ſincè it wore fo much 
the Viſage of an Evil Spirit in your Con- 


ceit here, as to make you quit the Spot, 
1 would try whether Change of Air 
would alter its. Complection and Fea- 
tures, ſo as to force you into a better Opi- 


nion of it, and be thoroughly revenged 
on you that Way: For 0 Love, I find is 


the Unhappineſs you would avoid above 


all other Things: But your Appetite and 


Taſte is as much depraved as my Project 


is vain and impracticable: I find the Sour 


of France gratifies your Palate above the 
Sweets of Portugal; anda French Labr 
( with her diſtant Regards to your Ad- 
dreſs, and, at laſt, counterfeit artificial 


Acceptance) 


* 
” bs 
r 
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Acceptance ) thall engage you much 
more than the Loyalty, Integrity, Truth 
and Freedom of my unlimitted Paſſion. 
Will not the World fear we are both 
mad ? You for preferring a Counterfeit, 
(becauſe it gliſters, before the true Metal 
itſelf, which is known to every Child by 
its Weight: ) I or py Fidelity to ſo much 
1 Ingratitude. But let the World blame 
Us as it pleaſes, I am reſolved to be as 
true to you, as you 1 
ſtancy . To what a Degree of Bliſs 
ſhould I be advanced, if I could find 
You complaining of the Remiſſneſs of My 
Love, and admiring the Intenſeneſs of 
your own: Then I ſhould be but too 
happy if that Fault was not found on your 
fide, as (Alas!) to all the World too 
viſibly it is: And the ſame Conceptions 
you make of an Iinmenſity will but. juſt 
ſerve you to fathom my Zeal, which 
( although cheriſhed and pruned after the 
moſt careful manner) is productive of no- 
thing but the moſt bitter, ſour, and un- 
pleaſant Fruits imaginable.— - Your un- 
* and Actions to me are the 

Fruits 


1 


* 
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Fruits of my extraordinary Paſſion. What 
Soul could imagine ſuch diſſonant Notes 
ſhould ſtrike, to interrupt the Harmony 
of my Affection? In what had you been 
the worſe, had You retaliated my extream 
Kindneſs with but a little of Yours; and 
although more than a little be my due, 
yet with the leaſt Grain I could have 
wrought my own Contentment : Bat you 
are ſo unjuſt to deny all, and leave me 
to a racking and a miſerable Deſpair ; 
.one Hour's Torment of which I would 
not wiſh you ſhould endure Ages to 

come, to be ſet free myſelf; and yet no 


otherwiſe fond of my Condition, but as 


it is a Gift of Yours, and which ( for 
any thing leſs than your Love) I will 
never part with. Oh! Barbarous, Bar- 


barous Man! to deny me that which you 


take more Pains to throw away upon 


another, than I can do to obtain it.—- 


you ſhall not uſe me thus; indeed you 


muſt not: It is I, ſay it, but you regard | 


nat that, ſo inſenſible are you of my 
Condition; which though never ſo Un- 
fortunate as to my own particular, yet 

7 iS 
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is 5 with + <a for your Wel- 
fare, who are the ſole Cauſe of my Un- 
happineſs. How you will reliſh this 
Letter I know not, I fear you will think 
there are too many Invectives againſt 
your 'Tyranny ; in which I will agree 
with you myſelf, and ask your Forgive= 
neſs : But alas! they are as gentle as I 
could poſſibly perſuade my Pen to drop; > 
for ſince you take ſo much pleaſure in a 
hard Heart, I would not for the World 
any ways croſs you by making you leſs 
obdurate ; ſo tenderly I value Your Satis- 
faction, and ſo little (for your ſake) my 
Own. But Oh! the infinite Pleaſures you 
would find in Love, if you thought them 
worth the looking after ! Love (as it is, 
or is not mutual) is the trueſt Epitome of 
the Supernatural States: If mutual, the 
Joys are laſting, and never cloy ; if not, 
the Torments are intolerable, yet muſt 
be endured. , Oh! that any Thing I could 
ſay might diſſolve you to a Senſe of my 
miſerable Life ; ; or, indeed rather your 
Own! And;yet.if it could in the leaſt en- 
ter into my. Thoughts that you are alto- 


gether 
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_ gether at Repoſe, I aſſure you, I would 
never interrupt you; no Noife of my Af- 
flictions ſhould ever be your Diſturbance : 


Bet T am very much miſtaken if you are 


altogether without Remorſe for the Suffer- 
ings you have brought upon me. I re- 
member you once was flexible, and of a 
eompaſſionate Nature, and your Behavi- 
our very like a Gentleman; whatever has 
mif-· guided you to the Abuſe of my Fa- 
vours, which (if I have Knowledge of 
my-Heart) were at. firſt, much more for 
your ſake than my own, you were the 
Aggreſſor, and not I; and whatever 
- Kindneſs I ſhewed yon, was more to 
make me happy, . than yourſelf ; that by 
Charity to a Serpent, I at laſt was ſtung, 
It is faid that venomous Creatures have a 
Balſamick Quality in themfelves, to cure 
tho Wounds they make: But you (more 


at leaſt, moſt cruelly you with-hold it 
from me, Oh Heaven! That I had but 
Power to contaitr myſelf! That I had but 


Temper to be a little calm? But it is a 


oe aps dag long ſince abandoned, 
and 


unnatural than all the reſt) have none; 


* © 


. 
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and {till I fee yon again) will never re⸗ 
allume. In the Rage I am in, I could 
think in you as many unkinditeſſcs, As 
by, and by, the Fury of Love would find 
a Task to unravel; for, if one Half Hour 
I blame you, in the next I call it Injuſtice. 
So careful am I that no ill Thought of 
you appear deſerving, that were you 
worſe than you are, my Pleaſure would 
conſiſt in being flattered that you are 
better than I think you: Nay, ſometimes 
I perſuade myſelf that you are a Man 
of the greateſt Juſtice in the World ; and 
that it is not even in your Nature (wil- 
fully) to do an unequal Thing But it 
is moſt certain, I am doomed to a fruits | 
leſs Love, Without the leaſt poſſtbility of 
a Deliverance. Indeed, formerly 1 had 
4 faint Proſpect (as I thought) of being 


in ſome meafure reſtored; but 1 looked 
through falſe Opticks, that preſented me 
with a wrong Object; and fince that, I 
have done the great Work, of learning 
to be well farisfied with my 


intolerable 


Condition, Did my Love run parallel 
With what is commonly found in ths 
I World, 
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World, it would not be ſo deſperate.---. 
Happy they, who (.in a Pett, or upon 
ſome ſmall Diſguſt) can recede from their 
Paſſions, and ſet up for new Ones elſe- 
where; and whatever they pretend, Self. 
Intereſt is the greateſt Thing. This is 
the Way of Amouring moſt in Faſhion : 
This is that Impoſture which prevails up- 
on ſo many tender Hearts: And in Caſes 
of Denial, very aptificially can uſurp 
Languiſhing Eyes, want no expreſſive 
paſſionate Inſinuations, . counterfeit Me- 
lancholy and Diſtraction; and all to 
ſerve ſome baſe bye-End. If this had 
been the Quality of my Love, the 
Vengeance you aſſign me had then been 
merited. I verily believe, if it had had but 
the leaſt Tincture of Treachery, I ſhould 
have won your Heart, ſhould have made 
you jealous: And that 'Temper would 
have been very inconſiſtent with your Re- 
ſolutions to make a thorough Conqueſt : 
Nothing leſs than which (to a Man of 
Proweſs like you) could have been a real 
Pleaſure. Yes, yes; it is very plain, if 
my Paſſion had been forged, and , bore 
4 


2 . 222 — 2 g. „60 ö e ans oo 


The Nux's complaint. 59 
a falſe Accent, it would certainly much 
better have agreed with yours, as being 
much nearer related ; but the fatal Con- 
ſequence ( of a true Fervency, returned 
with fair Aſſurances, and foul Actions) 
none knows but the wretched, ſolitary I. 
Upon the whole, I think verily I love 
you becauſe you make me miſerable. 
If that be true, go on, be ſignalized to 
the World for your Unkindneſs, that 
the more I may, be ſo, for my unac- 
countable Affection. That I love you, 
Heaven knows; you know elſe I ſhould 
ſee you here again, cringing out the 
feigned Allegations of your Sincerity, 
though much more diſtant than we are. 
O, that we were to begin again! What 
Courſe would I then take! I fear, even 
fool myſelf, as J have done; for ſince 
I know no greater Pleaſure than the 
Love of you, I ſhould too willingly 
run the Riſque. of any Diſadvantage that 
could happen by it. I die a Thouſand 
Deaths every Hour, and ſtill revive, to 
die them over again: Adieu. What 
could not I endure for your fake? I 
Iz have 


8 
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have at this Moment ſo lively an Idea 
of you, that I almoſt fancy you here in 
Perſon, Methinks, how very kind you 
are! How affectionately you condole me 
for the 'Torments I have ſuffered in your 
Abſence ; and how thankful I am to you 
for them | How you preſs my Hand, and 
ſwear you will never part with me! And 
Ah, Monfjeur ! How I believe you, for 
being hitherto ſo faithful Once more 
Adieu. I think I never writ Letters to 
you in my Life, but their Length made 
them ſtayed for. The Poſt (at my Re- 
queſt) has waited a great while, and I 
am now. ſent to; I wonder elſe, when 
I ſhould give over. You may judge a 
little of my Condition, when you ſee 
even hurrying-Poſt-haſte itſelf can admit 
of a Delay to pleaſe me. The Actions 
of all People that ſee me, are deſignedly 
kind, and of a Deſire to divert me, One 
takes me by the Hand, begging of me to 
be no and leave my unprofitable 
Thinking; ſhewing me good Reaſon for 
it : But, Alas! I find Reaſon and Love 

two very ſeparate Things, not at all in- 
| fluencing 
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fluencing each other. To Day a Kiter 
brought me Variety of the beſt Fruit); 


of which, nothing, but a piece of a Pom- 


granate, could 1 be. perſuaded to eat. 


It is poſſible, I might thank her, but I 
am not ſure I had ſo much Manners : 
Every Body excuſes my ill Breeding, - byt 
much wonder at my Alteration. The 
Rigour and Severity of our Religion can 
diſpence with many great Faults in me 
that it will not allow in others. What 
ſhall I do? Well, I have only one thing 
more (beſides a Thouſand) to ſay to you; 
which is, 'Fhat if you can have regard 
for any one Sentence in this long Letter; 
it may be to this laſt, I implore you to 
let me ſee you in Portugal before I Die. 
Adieu, Adieu. 


ae 
Lach Publiſh, 


The Fourth Edition of 
Mrs. MANLEY's Hiſtory of Her 
Own LIFE and TIMES. Printed 
from her Original Manuſcripr. 
With a Compleat K E Y. Price 
26. 6d. 


ö The s of Chaſtity, illuftrated 
n the Adventures of Theagenes 
and Chariclia, a Romance: Being 
the Riſe, Progreſs, Tryals, and 
happy Succeſs of the Heroic 
Loves of thoſe Two Illuſtrious 

© Perſons; wherein the following 
Hiſtories are intermixed. 1. The 
Treacherous Slave : or, "The Cruel 
Step-Mother : 2. The Wandering 
Prelate - 3. The Fighting Prieſt : 

4. The 


_ WW hs — 


ker, pr. 2 5. 6 4. 
_ 


4. The Royal ddulereſs : With 


ſeveral other curious Events: 
Written Originally in Greek by 
Heliodoriu, Biſhop of Tricca, in 
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